3i2        THE THINGS WE ARE

be sad. It was marvellous, unaccountable,
miraculous. Here they three were again in
this room ! And four days ago each one of
them would have vowed it impossible. What
but life could do a thing like that ? And
there were years and years of life, miles upon
miles of the mysterious, magical, glancing
pattern to unroll before them still before they
went to sleep. " Be happy, be happy ! " she
burned to say to them all; she wanted to cry
out. They could never be lonely any mox*e.
Had they not ridden this wave together,
looked at this same wonder with their separate
eyes ? Oh, the past was the past, and it was
nothing more ; and the future was illimitable,
why look for its end ? The present, the
present! They would miss it, they would
miss it!

She poised her knife over the apple tart
and laughed softly. " Don't let it get cofd,
my dears" she said, and laughed softly
again. " There's the whole wisdom of this
world, and not one of you even listened.
Don't let it get cold, my dean, Don't you
believe me? " She looked at Boston with
glistening eyes. He looked at her, and a
bright light kindled in his own.

" I do/' he said.